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Letter from a 
Friend in the News 


To the editor: 


Dear Bryan, my name is Maury Kimball and I am currently serving 
a mission in Sweden. A friend named Wendy Walker sent me a copy of 
the column you wrote about when you were in The Friend in 1979. I 
was surprized to find out that I was also in the same issue. It was a 
shock to find that dancing lessons were my special accomplishment. 
After reading the article the initial reaction was embarrassment. 
Previously it had been a joke inside the family, but now all of your 
readers (some of which would know me) found out about the dancing 
lessons as well. Imagine my dismay. But after 30 seconds I couldn't 
help but laugh. 

I'll tell you about the dancing lessons: In 1977 or '78 (I can't 
remember which) I took lessons for one year. After that I quit and 
played little league baseball like the rest of the kids. I have no ideaof 
why I became involved with dance. If it was just a pushy, overzealous 
mother or if it was just a ploy to meet young ladies I don't know — but 
chances are that it is one of the two. 

Now dancing lessons are not a bad thing (if you were to see how 
clumsy and uncoordinated I am at dancing you might note the need I 
have of dancing lessons again)and I realize that I have written about 
them in a negative light. It is the result of mental trauma from being 
mocked and called "twinkle toes" as a 5-year-old. I am on a mission 
now and I will return to Cedartown, Georgia in June. I would like to be 
with the reunion. picture if possible. I know I'll be in Utah for October 
General Conference. Maybe we-can arrange something. Let me know 
what will happen. 

Sincerely, . 

. Aldste [Elder} Maury Kimball 


Maury. Kimball, 6, we 
Cedartown, 

Georgia, helps 

-with chores, takes 


Maury in 1979... 


dancing lessons. 
-and is learning to 
play. the piano. .’ 


Letter from the 
Friend in the News’ Ss 
Mom 


To the editor: 


Please find enclosed our most recent letter from Aldste Maury. He 
said he responded [to your article], which is a miracle. Maury does 
other things than write letters. I thought you might like a mother’s 
perspective, which is what he was doing in The Friend in the first 
place. I cannot imagine what possessed me to include his dance lessons. 
Bad hair day? 

Maury loved baseball. Also basketball. He played varsity football 
the last year of high school, but he did not enjoy it. He just never quits 
something he starts [Ed.’s note: Except for dance lessons, right?}. 

Dance lessons hit the dust after the first year, although he was 
talented. Up until the middle of his eighth grade year, Maury was 
locally famous for baseball. On December 4th, the same day his Uncle 
Quenton, father of four, expired of heart failure, we received a phone 
call from President Monson inviting us to the Sweden Stockholm 
Mission for three years. We joyfully accepted, this being my husband’s 
lifelong dream to return to the beloved Sverige of his own young 
missionary days. 

They don’t have a bona fide baseball in Sweden. 

Maury attended the International School of Stockholm, ie he 
was elected Student Council President and also represented the school 
internationally in basketball and in volleyball. He was accepted to 
Kungsholmen to continue his education the next year, and was invited 
back for his junior year. Swedish secondary schools don’t do clubs, 
sports or teams, so Maury joined Taby’s basketball club. He served a 
two-month mini-mission in Goteborg with Aldste Matt Paulsen, a great 
and talented missionary. 

In July of 1990, we returned home to Cedartown. Maury was 
accepted to Darlington Preparatory School for his senior year. Playing 
varsity basketball, he performed adequately academically and was 
accepted to Auburn and UGA. All during this time Maury was presi- 
dent of whichever quorum he was in. He was co-chair of our stake’s: 
steering committee and held offices in Seminary and in youth commit- 
tee. Maury entered the MTC on 17 July 1991. He is currently serving in 


'. Sodertalje and will return home this summer, the date depending on 
whether or not Presidents Wennerlund and pa et allow himto | 


extend... 
-;When he returns, Mansy will be ciploshd in the family habe e 


thinking about sports law at UGA, the last we spoke of it; he has other 


.. things on his mind these days. Max has found a perfect little partner- 


ship here in Cedartown specializing in contract law —if Maury i isso — 
inclined. 

Maury did not date a lot before his mission and left no weeping 
hearts behind. Max and I are not in a big, well, real big, hurry for 
grandchildren. We want Maury to do what is right for him in each 
season of his life. When he writes of secular concerns, the biggest one 
is if we think he can walk on UGA baseball and make it. I don’t see 
why not. 

This epistle is far more than Maury would want written about 
himself and far more than you wished to read. Tough. I’ve been using 
all kinds of self-restraint here. I did not even mention Maury’s terrific 
Dad or equally fantastic sister, Faith, or brilliant brother, Spencer. They 
were in The Friend, too. I don’t know about dance lessons. 

Your op-article was a great idea, well-thought out and very nicely 
written. Impressive. Thanks for a fun hour or so. And thanks for getting 
Wendy Walker [the BYU student who sent Maury the SR article] back 
in touch with Maury. I’ve always liked her. 

Sincerely, 

Deborah L. Kimball 

Cedartown, GA 


This semester we lose some staffmembers who have been with us a 
long, long time. We couldn’t possibly pay adequate tribute to Joanna 
Brooks, who has, in her four years at BYU, been our editor, publisher, 
Campus Life editor, Focus editor, Arts and Leisure editor, and consis- 
tently the best damn writer on the staff. We won’t be the same. 

¢We also lose our subscription director, past Calendar editor, and 
True Cost creator Heather Stratford, who leaves for a mission in 
Guatemala. Our new Guatemalan corespondent? Maybe...Good luck, 
Heather—God and an SR subscription be with you. 
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_ clinics-and-then report to the University of Georgia in September. gay pa 


} major? Journalism. Maury is also looking forward to getting involved _ 
'” with Institute. President Cazier is the best. For graduate work, Maury i is 
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CAMPUS LIFE 


SURVEY: 


What Ivy League Students Know About BYU 


By Farrell Lines, 
New YorK CoRESPONDENT 


[Ed.’s note: Farrell spent many hours writing and editing for SR before he took the 
cliché “If you don’t like it, go someplace else” seriously and went to Columbia to finish 
his degree. We are proud to continue to list him with our staff.] 


ne of the eye openers I’ve had moving out to New York City is discovering how 
incredibly regional our country is. By this I mean, people in the East don’t know 


much about the West, nor the West about the East. 


1. Have you heard of Brigham Young 


University? 
I ioe Be ate ere aR a es 86% 
LO Re REL Ce Ria a cada ne 14% 
2. Where is it located? 
DOMINO Ws ee cee vaca doa ot ecveoe ened. oe 32% 
a talirese eee cee Se es ee 30% 
Daltiake: City e298 a eid Gas 14% 
PEOVO ct casket eee ER ck 12% 
EW ESHOLeINEN 6 ven cestees cites Annie uk 6% 
Other See ees ene enn Oe au i 6% 
3. What do you know about BYU? 
Mormon university... eeccseseeeeeseeseeee 38% 
INOthing at ales over csdvoatecssssiseesastess 25% 
Good footballs. eo. cccccscseassccseccereeeeserss 16% 
Mormon and good 
POOtDal ee eases eee en cytes 12% 


Other (“They have to take the ACT.” : 
“Mormon girls go there to find a husband.” 
“It’s accredited, I think.”)....:...............000 9% 


4. Do you know who Brigham Young 
was? ° ae ee) 


INOS see eee rani eelies seco ehok 82% 

BY(E Se Seopa Ners  Nattean Sols cene terest wise 18% 

If yes, who? 

Founder of church.....0......ccccccccccscesseesoeees 44% 

Mormon leadet................cccccsscsesscsesesseeeee 30% 

Led his followers to Utah...................0.00 17% 

Other (“Had lots of kids.” 

“Religious vagabond.” 

“Great grandfather of Steve Young.”).....9% 
5. What is the BYU mascot? 

PONZGERMOW 5a. 5.5 so) caseecvadesscesSescseseeteeeive 86% 

COUDAT West ass sree csekhssiedens awe 3% 

Other (“a tiger,” 


Easterners (if I may call them such) didn’t immigrate here from California, Arizona, or 
Idaho. And, surprise, people out East don’t care too much about visiting the Westem 


and Federal taxes. 


States, much less care about living there. These “United” States of ours are actually just 
loosely bound regions, held together by three major television networks, a new President, 


So I got curious about how much my own peers at Columbia University (80% Eastern- 


enlightening results: 


“a raccoon,” “a 
bearded man 
surrounded by 


6. From what you know about the Univer- 
sity how would 
you rate it academically (1 to 5, 5 being 


the best)? 
Don’t know enough to say...................00++ 44% 
AV ose esate Saat cia r ose cae none ceie dt 3% 
ROUSE ree ssa cies oo seeeesasSasuicr cet caccseaseseteabas 14% 
WCC S Cha is cer Rr ais spescecinc chatter 35% 
MWe Be he ace ae ee ececcenceasee et 2% 
ORG eae crs ac Mivsitet Sor aaa buh evssussesapactietee 2% 
LTO Bs ni Soee Se yast esi tas attend iooetsesteeees 2% 


7. If you were offered a full scholarship to 
BYU, including room, board, and books, 
would you attend? 


YC, ao ioe ARE a nee aI ee en ae a RR 16% 
IN Oe ee ans un du icg, te: I o. 8% 
NFA Ve ees Met Au ccs ttesh ats 14% 


8. Would a mandatory dress and honor 
code discourage you from attending? 


Yes (often joined by an 
* emphasizing expletive)..............:.cccsees 83% 
INGis Mies ee ret aa, cts aes 17% 


9. Would you like to know about where 
you came from, why you’re here and 
where you’re going when you die? 


ers) know about the West, especially my alma mater, BYU. I made up a short question- 
naire and passed out sixty of them around campus. Here are the rather amusing and possibly 


No thanks, I alreadyknow................00.06.: 5% 
10. Have you ever known anyone who has 


attended or currently attends BY U? 


SASSI 6 so a a I eae 41% 


11. Would you describe him/her as: 
(a) An exceptional person, one of the 


finest I’ve ever encountered...............:..... 2% 
(b) Humble, generous, and sincere.......... 49% 
(c) Nice, nothing out of the normal.......... 24% 
(d) A bit odd, rather closed-minded 

ANA SUSPICIOUS...........0:.sceceserensssereesceceesees 14% 
(e) A candidate for intensive 

PSYCHOMMELAPY 5... ocnks-scccosscsosscndeccassesonce 9% 
(f) Shiftier than a weasel..........0..0.00..000. 2% 
(g) A member of the John Birch 

SOCIOL Y sarees apiee  eseute Toe tete atic teeccet sess 0% 


12. Would you still watch David 
Letterman if he moved his show to Provo, 


Utah? 
IV OS 2) eae cin ca ss pasvzess somo euues= see een State cn 57% 
INQ: Aeiiserscte 5 x ead a Oi ei teasers a. fon cee 26% 
IIE a Ha ie oe eae Ne ear Cs eee 8% 
Don’t watch him anyway..............0ce 9% 


13. Are you sure you wouldn’t like to 
know why the ancient American inhabit- 
ants worshipped Christopher Columbus 
upon his arrival to this continent? 


Nos thank: YOu. ......5..5....002..-ecceosbuesetessenceaes 65% 
Sure, how long will it take...............00..... 21% 
What are you talking about?................... 8% 
There are other theories about this........... 6% 


Excuse Me, Do You 


Have a Card for That? 


By King Kim and Center will be compelled to 
the Campus Life Tag Team Staff en Sc ide eee 


It’s 10 a.m. and you are a 
really unshaven person walking 
around campus. Do you know 
where your card is? No, we’re not 


get a Dishonesty Card that will 
allow you to lie all you want, with 
a university sanction. 

Can you prove that your knees, 


to cleanliness and/or neatness? 
Show clinical proof and you can 
acquire a Grubby Card. These are 
expected to be quite popular next 


Sry ROS f£OSetetro Ss 


talking about your student ID chest, or shoulders are not a threat _ fall given the latest rage over the 

card, nor your credit card, and not _to the chastity of your fellow “grunge” look. 

even your These 

campus- reforms of 

eal Snes call Celebrating National Head 

credit line open up the Trauma Month 

better known possibility of 

as the Signa- forgery. Attention everyone, April is National Head Trauma 

ture Card. Many Month. While I’m not sure if Congress has made it official 

What we are administra- yet, I have made a point of diligently observing this 

referring to is tors fear that important holiday for the past two years. 

your Beard students will Last Apmil, I made a trip to Las Vegas to celebrate Head 

Card. “That get a Beard Trauma Month. There I was treated to the choice experi- 

growth simply Card and ence of being rear-ended by another driver. The impact of 

must be dealt alter it so it the crash nearly knocked my head off my body (if it had 

with before I says some- come all the way off, I would have celebrated Severe Head 

can check thing like Trauma Month, a holiday made popular by the French 

books out to “This card Revolution.) That experience taught me an important 

you,” says the entitles John/ lesson: I enjoy my head and would like it to remain 

woman at the Jane Student attached to my neck. ; 

HBLL the privilege Y Notwithstanding those feelings, I found a way to again 

circulation of stealing all make April a “special month” this year. My roommate 

desk. “OK, the Get Well Scott and I were in our home playing an exciting version of 

well, I guess cards from indoor dodge ball. The object of this game is to take a fast 

I'll let it slide the bookstore moving ball called a Foxtail and hit your opponent where 

this time, since and pasting no opponent should be hit. The game was not going well 

you have a them over the | for me and I stood a very real chance of never having 

card and all.” scoreboard at children unless I did something drastic. My brilliant plan 
You see, a Cougar was to run towards Scott and then, for no particular reason, 

Beard Card is Stadium.” make some type of flying leap.. While most students of - 

your permis- However, military science will recognize this as a brilliant strategy, 

sion to - steps are there was an unforeseen danger. Between Scott and me was 

deliberately being taken an arched entryway that I thought was quite charming 


violate the honor code, if you 
have extremely sensitive skin and 
a doctor who will back you up on 


students’ thoughts? Then the 
Immodesty Card is yours. All you 
need to do is pass a panel evalua- 


to prevent this. By Winter 
semester 1994, the “Standards 
Cards” program will be integrated 


when my friends and I were looking for a place to live last 
spring. The top portion of my head didn’t find this interior 
design nearly as amusing when they collided at high speed 


that. Due to the success of the tion comprised of several of peers _ with the new student ID program in mid-air. 

Beard Cards in recent years, of the opposite sex. and will simply be called the “Big The blow didn’t knock me out, but it did afford me the 
Standards has announced that Have you ever heard of Brother” program. All Honor chance to try out a lot of the new Utah pseudo-obscenities I 
they will, starting next semester, wardrobaphobia? That’s right, Code exceptions will be pro- had learned this semester. Scott asked if I was OK and I, 


be issuing cards for a variety of 
“Honor Code violations. 
Do you have Tourette’s 
Syndrome? Make sure you get a 


fear of wearing clothes. Some 
doctors can be easily convinced of 
this disorder if you’re bold 
enough in pleading your case and 


grammed into the student’s ID 
card and kept track of by BYU’s 
new computer, HAL. 

So get to know your physician/ 


through a series of grunts and wnithing, indicated that I was 
feeling a great deal of anxiety concerning the condition of 
my head, which by now felt as if it had been used as a 
special effect for a Friday the 13th movie. 


Profanity Card before you get will willingly issue youa Nudity _ psychiatrist well and let them get Speaking of Friday the 13th, after I to regained control 

tapped on the shoulder and taken = Card: to know you. You’d be surprised of my senses, I removed my hands from my head and 

in for saying “Fetching A, darn Does test-taking leave you at how many things are wrong saw... blood! I knew that this must be the end of the road 

you to heck!” emotionally scarred? Next year, if with you. And you together you for me. Yes, I had lived a good life and had done every- 
Are you a pathological liar? If your doctor will write you anote, _can turn those problems into thing I had hoped to do in this world. Well, just about 


so, and if-you can convince a 
doctor of your ailment, you can 


Write for Student Review 


you can get a Cheating Card that 
your teachers and the Testing 


blessings through the new 
“Standards Cards” system. 


everything. I looked at my hand again realized that there 
really wasn’t that much blood, perhaps I could be saved. I 
went to the kitchen and my roommates and I engaged in 
First Aid, which consisted of me sticking wads of toilet 
paper on my head while everyone else said,.““Lemme see!” 
This method proved quite effective, and in no time (about 
ten minutes) we had the bleeding stopped. 

With blood no longer squirting out of the top of my 
head, I felt I was ready to get on with the rest of my life 
and go to Pizza Hut or something. But it was not to be. You 


Student Review is your voice. We welcome all letters and 
articles sent to us. If you see something in SR that you 
want to respond to, or want to raise a new issue, write 
down your thoughts and send them to Student Review, 


see, strange things were happening to me. The most 
noticeable was the strange feeling I had that our house was 
on a suspension bridge. I was confident our home was 
swaying back and fourth, even though my roommates 
assured me I was merely insane. I also began to sing the 
Cougar fight song backwards, and in Latin. This convinced 
everyone that we needed to consult the experts: Ask a 
Nurse. For those of you who haven’t heard of it, Ask a 
Nurse is a wonderful service that you can call when you’re 
sick and want to be put on hold for a long time. Actual 
quote from the On-Hold Tape, “All it costs you to use Ask 
a Nurse is your patience.” Eventually,a nurse toldmeI 
should go to UVRMC (not to be confused with UVCC) and 
get my head looked at. 

We rode off to the hospital, a place that I now only have 


See "Matt's Head" next page 


PO Box 7092, Provo, UT 84602. 
Please include your name and phone number. 
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Art 
3. hot bagels 


person 


School 


Street 


New York City Top 20 


(compiled by Farrell Lines) 


1. flirting with the Obsession women 
at Saks Fifth Avenue 
2. Matisse at the Museum of Modern 


4. watching David Letterman in 


5. Greenwich Village 

6. breakfast on the fire escape 

7. architectural kitsch 

8. Yankee’s baseball games 

9. Brooklyn accents 

10. Columbia University 

11. sneaking off to watch the New 
York Marathon during Sunday 


12. the CBGB club 
13. bumping into Chris Farley on 42nd 


14. rebirth of Harlem 

15. skipping quarters across the 
Central Park duck pond 

16. a snowless winter (until February) 
17. off-off-Broadway Theater 

18. Tom’s Diner on rainy afternoons 
19. 50¢ Staten Island ferry 

20. women in slacks at church — 


"Matt's Head" from previous page 


vague impressions of. This is what 
I can recall: Med students rubbed 
alcohol on my head; a nurse gave 
me a nasty shot; the people in the 
next room spoke of all the disgust- 
ing sexual things they won’t be 
able to do until they recover from 
the automobile accident they were 
in; a doctor rubbed more alcohol 
on my head and told me I would 
be fine in a few days. That little 
experience took about two hours 
and will doubtless cost me several 
hundred dollars. . 

Two days later, the whole 
experience has left me dizzy and 
feeling like I have been beaten 
with baseball bats, a feeling you 
get used to if you happen to be 
from my home state of New York. 
Perhaps the most remarkable thing 
that has resulted from my injury is 
the male bonding that has taken 
place within our home. A friend of 
mine, who rarely shares personal 
feelings, told me yesterday that he 


was hoping I'd slip into a coma. 
It seems Homer recently had a 
coma during an episode of The 
Simpsons and Scott, along with 
several other of my “friends” 
thought it would be cool to play 
the same tricks on me when I 
came out of it. Maybe next time. 
Like I said, with the excep- 
tion of some severe pain, I’m 
pretty much OK, but the people 
at UVRMC gave me a list of 
things to watch out for in the 
next few days, just in case. For 
instance, if I have a change in 
personality, projectile-type 
vomiting, seizures, difficulty in 
talking or walking, or any other 
irrational behavior, I should 
consult a doctor immediately. I 
don’t think that should be a 
problem, I mean, how many 
armadillos does it take to open a 
can of ravioli? ® 


Tee-shirts are available at Mama's Cafe 
and Pegasus or from any Student 
Review staff. We 
even do mailorder/send $2 for shipping 


Find THe Review 


At the Bottom of Maeser Hill, Near the 
Smith Field House, By the Botany 
Pond, By and In Kinkos On 700 E., 
Kent's Market, Pegasus Music on 
1230 N., Ambassador Pizza, Harts on 
Canyon Rd., Graywhale CD, The Pod, 
Mama's Cafe, Annie's Video, Atticus 
Books, Cafe Haven, Carousel Ice 
Cream, Food-4-Less, ShopKo, 
Albertson's, Smith's, Johnny B's, 
Sounds Easy, Crandall Audio, and 
The Torch 


postmodern depression, comicless New York Times, Al Sharpton for 


hoopla, $700 rent, contagious surliness, no Student Review stands, 
Mayor, solitude standing by the window in the late afternoon 


a homeless situation out of control, no mountains, Broadway 


New York City Bottom 10 


CATALOG 


ikedecMea WAREHOUSE 
alsa seid MOVING SALE 
cade INCREDIBLE PRICES ON 
800-488-6887. TOP QUALITY PRODUCTS 
Tartan Earth = 0 0 Yo. 


SPECIALLY MARKED ITEMS 


EVERY ITEM 
DRASTICALLY REDUCED 


¢ Sports and active wear 
¢ Electronics and appliances 
¢ Swiss Army knives 
and watches 
e Bags and packs 
¢ Gourmet and nutritious foods 
e Exercise gear 


167 East 900 South in Provo, just north 
of Pace and across the street from the 
East Bay Post Office 


April 8: 4:00 p.m.-9:00 p.m. 
Monday-Thursday: 10:00 a.m.-6:00 p.m. 
Friday & Saturday: 9:00 a.m.-9:00 p.m. 

Inventory is limited! 
All sales are final! 
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Earth Sharesu 


DON'T MISS THIS ONCE 
IN A LIFETIME SALE! 
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ISSUES & OPINIONS 


Honor Code Policy: A Guide 
to Surviving with Honor at 


BYU 


by Yvette Young and Russell 
Fox 


ell, we’ ve made it through 
March and the beginning of 
April —the season of The Bishop is 


ended. Every spring, students flock to their bishops. Is 
transgression on the rise? Well, no—ecclesiastical 
endorsements, the yearly checkpoint for all BYU 
students, are due once again. We must demonstrate 
our adherence to certain rules if we’re going to make 
it back next fall. As we all know, the endorsement 
process is the butt of jokes and the subject of humor 
throughout campus. (“Paula, that’s a beautiful dress!” 
“Yea, well, I have my ecclesiastical enforcement 
interview today.” “An. Good luck.”) But of course, 
we ve all signed the Honor 
Code, and there really isn’t that 
much about it that’s problem- 
atic. Usually. 

The text of the Honor Code 
includes such items as honesty, 
respecting others’ rights, 
obeying the law, observing the 
Word of Wisdom, living the law 
of chastity, following the dress 
and grooming standards, and 
observing high standards of 
taste and decency. The Honor 
Code ends with the statement 
that “a single violation of the 
Code may be grounds for 
dismissal from the university. 

The Honor Code Office of 
BYU processes the ecclesiasti- 
cal endorsements and handles 
any major infractions of the 
Honor Code. These offices are 
staffed with professionals and 
are subject to explicit rules of 
procedure which protect both 
the university and the student. 
Furthermore, any student wishing to appeal actions 
taken may due so. The office wants students to feel 
that a system of due process is available to them. 
Generally speaking, if you play by the Honor Code 
Office’ s rules, these various procedures and avenues 
for appeal are plain to you; friends who have turned 
themselves into Standards on their own initiative have 
often found their cases handled quickly and fairly. 
But should a student resist or be defensive, then she 
or he should count on things going not nearly so 
smoothly. One student conducting research on the 
Honor Code Office was told that the Office was nota 
court: in a court of law, a person is innocent until 
proven guilty, whereas the Honor Code Office works 
with “probabilities” —i.e., “what is the probability 
that student X is guilty of infraction Z?” Obviously, a 
strong possibility for individual abuse exists. 

When an infraction has been determined by the 
Office to have occurred, they are obliged to act in 
accordance with certain regulations. These regula- 
tions include specific methods of notification. The 
“guilty” party will have to deal with their bishop, and, 
possibly, a counselor at Standards. (One is supposed 
to be informed by letter and phone call or personal 
interview of their status in regards to the disciplinary 
proceedings; never assume you’ re clear of Standards 
until they send you a letter telling you that; until then 
assume your name is still on file.) 

For “minor” infractions involving the dress and 
grooming standards, the student will be referred to the 
Honor Code Council. This council is entirely com- 
posed of students (though they have administrators as 
“advisors”’). The original Honor Council was created 
in 1949, and dealt mainly with matters of cheating or 
criminal or rowdy behavior. The former council was 
“usually lenient with students who were cooperative 
and repentant,” but was criticized by then-President 
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Wilkinson for “allowing the guilty to escape punish- 

ment.” In 1967, the council was disbanded. Today, the 

Honor Code Council follows much the same procedure 

in working with student complaints individually. The 

council’s first goal is supposedly to keep students 

informed, which is also the written policy for residence 
_ hall administrators. 

Unfortunately, there is significant abuse in the 
Honor Code Council’s procedures as well. Consider a 
recent case: 

The phrasing of the Honor Code and dress and 
grooming standards include such vague statements as 
“unusual apparel or physical alteration...that brings 
undue attention.” This type of phrasing allows BYU 
the power to essentially pursue physical and fashion 
conformity. One male student (freshman) living in the 
dorms was called into the Head Resident ’s office on 


fore 


- 
Gp 


a 4] 


i Areas 


ae rare, ie 


sf = 
VLEET 


7 


2 


L, 
As 

4a 

“< 
\N 


Fo te 
> 
ee 
~~ 


GEL 
£ ae 


eo, 
4D 


7 


LIED 


eZ 


Z 


January 31 of this year to discuss the color of his hair 
(he had dyed it three days before). The color, described 
as “poppy red,” had been reported as offensive to the 
Head Resident, who, it should be noted, has had a 
history of extreme sensitivity in regards to hair, 
including reporting students to the Honor Code 
Council if she saw their hair touching their ears. Ever 
well-meaning, however, the Head Resident asked the 
student to “fast and pray” and then set a date to return 
his hair to its natural color. Whether he went to the 
Lord in regards to his bright red hair is unknown, as is 
what the Lord said back. However, he didn’t change 
the color of his hair. 

On March 8, the student received a letter from the 
Honor Code Council, saying that they had been 
informed by a faculty member that he’d been “‘coloring 
his hair.” The letter, from an Honor Code Council 
student member, said that although “this is not an 
official action,” he should remember that his “colored 
hair is considered an extreme hairstyle” and that he 
should “discontinue its use immediately.” [Ed. note: 
“Discontinue” the use of his hair? ] On March 11, he 
re-dyed his hair—to a dull orange. This was also 
determined to be an extreme hairstyle and the student 


was dragged in for a series of meetings. He argued that 


he simply liked to express himself and liked his hair 
bright. He was informed that extremes are “distract- 
ing” and that distractions at BYU were “wrong.” /Ed. 
note: “Distractions” from what? Homework? ] The 
student, not wanting the stupidity to follow his record 
all the way to the MTC, surrendered. 

It is curious to see all this unfold. If you consult 
your most recent issue of the Ensign, and look under 
the avowedly unofficial “Answers to Gospel Ques- 
tions” section, you will find, buried in a reply toa 
question about appropriate temple attire, a recent 


See "Honor" p.7 
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Confusion at the 
Honor Code 
Council 


by an anonymous HCC member 


he BYU Honor Code Council exists 
to promote the ideals espoused in 
the honor code. The directors and members of the council 
are honestly concerned about honor and work hard to encourage it. 
I know, because I am one of them. However, I can’t help but feel 
that the goal is often missed and the institution overshadows the 
ideal. 

One particular event stands out in my mind. Last semester a 
student purchased a dress at the BYU Bookstore for a homecoming 
dance. Upon arriving at the dance she was told that the dress was 
not appropriate for the activity, and was sent home to change. 
Frustrated, she complied with the request. She expressed her 
frustration over the matter in a question to the 100-Hour Board, 
asking about the Bookstore’s purchasing policies and how (and if) 
they related to the BY U Honor Code. As with all board messages 
dealing with standards, this was 
referred to us and we discussed it as a 
council. I was unhappy at the debate 
that ensued and the formal response 
formulated for the student. In a preachy 
tone, she was told that she had her free 
agency to buy the dress, but should 
have realized it was not appropriate and 
had it altered on the spot. She was then 
referred to the Bookstore for further 
questions. 

I was shocked by this answer and by 
the fact that her real question had been 
ignored in order to lecture her on the 
beauty of the Honor Code. Other 
members of the council were also upset 
by the majority’s response, and together 
we anxiously questioned our advisors 
for more information. We asked why 
the Bookstore might sell an “immoral 
dress”; we were told that to receive full 
purchasing privileges, the Bookstore 
must buy diverse styles from manufac- 
turers. We were also told that to stay 
competitive the Bookstore must stock 
the latest fashions. This argument struck me as particularly hollow. 
It should be obvious that honor need not be compromised for 
worldly trends, especially at BYU. 

I was further disturbed when we asked what we could do about 
these discrepencies. We wanted to suggest in a response to the 
Bookstore officials that their buying policies should comply with 
standards. Our advisor then stated that compliance with the Honor 
Code by the various institutions on campus should come from a 
“desire within,” not from coercion. He cited the decisions of the 
library and testing center to enforce the dress code, and said he 
hoped the Bookstore would follow suit. I was outraged. Plainly, 
those who decide to attend BYU elect to accept an atmosphere 
where force and coercion are regularly used on an individual 
student basis. This is how the honor code survives —individual 
compliance with the honor code is regularly enforced. I am 
disturbed that various institutions on campus don’t have to make 
the same sacrifices the students do. 

After pondering the matter, I have a number of questions I’'d 
like to see addressed, including: 

1. Are the dress and grooming standards something instituted 
by the Church for life-time compliance, as outlined in the pamphlet 
“For the Strength of Youth,” or are they something to follow for 
four years and then discard? 

2. Are the dress and grooming standards for the betterment of 
the students or the enhancement of the institution’s image? 

3. Why isn’t the Bookstore held up to the same standards that 
the university professes? 

4. Why has the Honor Code Council— which I have enjoyed 
with the exception of this event—been set up to promote standards, __ 
and been given the power to pursue student offenders, but rendered 
powerless before flagrant disobedience by the Bookstore? i 

5. Why is there a general vagueness in the dress and grooming i 
standards that allows individual officials to make possibly conflict- 
ing judgment calls on grey areas? ' 

I appreciate the BYU Honor Code Council and the tenets of the 
Honor Code and the influence they have had on my life. However, 

I hope that some policies and ideas can change so that the Honor 
Code can really live up to what it represents.® ; 


“Lo Here! Lo There!” 
by Jenae Dixon 


deciding whom to believe. Is there a problem with the 

ozone layer? Or has there always been a hole in it? And so 
what if the hole is growing? Is it just a part of the flux of nature? So 
what if species are becoming extinct? That’s been happening 
throughout history. Does it matter if we pump unnatural amounts of 
CO2 into the atmosphere? It might actually help some plants grow, 
some say. And the oceans can act as a natural sink, anyway. Right? 

Look around at BYU. You see a whole spectrum of responses, 

from, “There is no problem,” to “Look, CEOs love their children too. 
They aren’ t about to make decisions that will harm their children’s 
future.” Some vow never to own a car, won't eat on Styrofoam or use 
plastic utensils, and there are those who attend protests and are 


(): difficulty with being environmentally responsible is 


involved in civil disobedience. Where do you fit in, and why? 


Your answer is probably tied to two influences: the media and 
your own experience. In talking with different people, I have found 
that those who rely on their own experience and research tend to be 
more concerned about the environmental crises we face than those 
who rely more on the media. Why? 

Look at how the media presents material. Its duty is to present 
both sides of an argument. If a liberal expresses her view, the media 
balances that with an opposing view, but doesn’t necessarily say how 
many people support the two sides. The media doesn’t always give 
you a clear picture. They do their best to present all the information, 
but their obession with presenting “both sides” leads to such lunacy 
as getting an opposing quote from a tobacco company everytime a 
new devastating health effect of cigarette smoke is discovered. That 
may be “balanced,” but certainly not “accurate.” 

The second source of information—personal experience —is more 
reliable. Many environmentalists didn’t seek out the label. Take Lois 
Gibbs, for example. In the 1970s she was a housewife living near the 
Love Canal. She noticed health problems emerging in her neighbor- 
hood and linked them to the hazardous waste in her community. In 
order to reverse the situation, she found it necessary to first form the 
Love Canal Homeowners Association, sue the state of New York, 
and form Citizens’ Clearinghouse for Hazardous Wastes. Does that 
make Lois a troublemaker or fanatic? Many environmentalists are 
simply responding to what they have seen personally and want to see 
stopped. 

But how can you decide what actions are necessary, if any? How 
can you find which sources to trust, especially if you aren’t a 
specialist in the area? You don’t want to blindly believe impassioned 
environmentalists, but you don’t trust a study published by an 
industry, either. 

I’m not going to tell you whether or not you should be an environ- 
mentalist, or which bills to support. You should be able to make 
decisions on your own, but there are three courses of action you can 
take. 

First, you could become a research scientist, so you'd have the 
information firsthand. That’s what I’m doing. I want to know what 


T’m talking about. 


Second, don’t trust the media. Not only is it difficult for them to 
represent the arguments accurately, but there are very few environ- 
mentally sensitive journalists. Instead, go to scientific journals. You 
won’t find impassioned propaganda for or against environmentalism; 
you'll just find data. Also, not just anyone can publish a study in an 
established journal. The article must be reviewed by other experts in 
the field before it can be published. Another bit of advice: in all of 
the claims you hear for and against environmentalism, follow the 
money trail. Who funded the study? Whom does it benefit? If you 
see a study done by industry, ask if it’s been published in a reputable 
journal. That’s not a guarantee of truth, but its a start. 

The third avenue is for everyone who is busy with school and 
doesn’t have time to go digging around in scientific journals. My 
advice: find someone who does have time, someone deserving of 
your trust. This may be hard, and it may not always work. But there 
are, thank goodness, intelligent, dedicated people out there, whose _ 
greatest goal is to get more people aware of the problems we face. 
When it comes to learning about the environment, there are a lot 

20. ® 
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Church statement on temple 
admittance. The gist of the 
statement is this: bishops and 
other local leaders make the 
decisions about temple worthi- 
ness, and it is their responsibility 
to inform the members of the 
expected standards. Since many 
saints must travel great distances 
at great sacrifice to attend 
temples, and since many of these 
people travel from different 
societies or cultures, the Brethren 
have wisely determined that 
temple workers are to admit, in all 
except plainly extreme cases, 
everyone with a valid recom- 
mend, even if the member’s 
hairstyle or dress or demeanor 
seems unconventional, out-of- 
place, or “trendy.” That means no 
more tuming away worthy 
Nicaraguans who have traveled 
thousands of miles and haven’ t an 
expensive Sunday suit, much less 
a spiffy-clean white shirt, to their 
name. It also means no more 
turning away members with 
dreadlocks, nose-rings, or 
whatever other else; the om/y thing 
that matters is the temple recom- 
mend. 

Obviously, BYU gets to play 


' by different rules than the temple. 


Think about it. This student, and 
other students like him, have 
bishops; they have student wards 
and relationships there. If this 
student’s bishop tolerated his hair, 
or perhaps was dealing with it in 
his own manner, why couldn’t the 
university trust his judgment, and 
leave the matter in the right 
person’s hands? But apparently, 
BYU administrators, faculty, and 
student leaders have a power of 
discernment (or at least think they 
do) that the Church has asked 
temple workers to allow local 
leaders alone to exercise. If the 
Church has come to recognize 
that its diversity is best handled in 
“diverse places,” rather than by 
the no-doubt-worthy-yet-never- 
theless- exclusive group of men 
and women that admit people into 
our temples, then shouldn’t BYU 
allow its diversity to be handled 
by the student’s own local 
leaders? 

Perhaps one may argue that 
BYU has the legal and moral 
authority to act as one unified 
body in this manner because the 
dress and grooming standards 
were “inspired.” Not so. On the 
contrary, they are a very recent 
backlash against the culture of the 
60s. “Concerned about the 
growing number of casually 
dressed, long-haired, bearded 
students on campus, President 
Wilkinson...advised the student 
body that he did ‘not want any 
beatles, beatniks or buzzards’ on 
the campus. He continued: “there 
is no place at BYU for the grimy, 
sandaled, tight-fitted, ragged-levi 
beatnik’ and warned that if any 
‘beatles’ appeared on campus, he 
intended to “tick them off.’” /Ed. 
note: Didn’t those “1964” guys, 
the Beatles-imitators, just play on 
campus? ] Since that time, the 
neatly groomed appearance has 
been mandated in the dress and 


grooming standards. 

Most of you probably will be 
able to get through BYU without 
being hassled by Standards or the 
Honor Code Council or Office. 
But we doubt anyone can attend 
this university without being 
witness, at least once, to their 
antics. On a whole, they try hard. 
But take care when your “free 
expression” strays into culturally 


If you like ou 


Burgers, Fries, and... 


CHILE TAMALES? 


r burgers and dogs. 
you'll LOVE our tamales. 
_-Fresh, homemade, authentic, 
south of the border flavor, all 
at Tommyburger. 


401 W. 100 N. PROVO _ 


uncommon waters, and beware of 
not conforming to the crowd. At 
BYU, the “Harvard of the West,” 
it just may not be worth it. 


Sources cited: Gary Bergera 
and Ronald Priddis, Brigham 
Young University: A House.of 
Faith, and BYU General Cata- 
logue, “The Honor Code.” ® 
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Activism Is Alive at BYU ' 


sleeping bags in the trunk of our car, grabbed a large 

selection of tapes, and headed for Vegas for a weekend retreat 
and protest with the Mormon Peace Gathering. Last Thursday we met in 
the Provo Armory for the VOICE-sponsored “Take Back the Night” 
concert and march. In the weeks that have passed since these events, we 
have heard varied reactions to each. Responses to the Nevada event 
ranged from a surprisingly complimentary editorial in the Universe to a 
phone conversation with a man who was sure we had worked ourselves 
into a “religious frenzy” and had staged the protest in a moment of 
delirium. From the cars who passed the “Take Back the Night” marchers 
we received thumbs up as well as a few middle fingers. What seems most 
evident from these varied reactions is that most BYU students have been 
exposed only to reactionary rhetoric. More than once I have butted into 
an overheard conversation to correct someone’s misconceptions. This 
Focus section will contain only the voices of people who participated in 
each of the “activist” events, to present a more accurate picture of what 
occurred. 

Most of the attention given to the Peace Gathering focuses on the 
protest itself, which in reality only took an hour out of a three day retreat. 
After our Friday evening meal few of us shared thoughts and poems on 
the weekend’s symbols and themes. Later, we stood in a circle holding 
hands and introduced ourselves. We came from California and Washing- 
ton, from BYU, the U of U, and Utah State. We were teenagers and 
grandparents — the most diverse group of Mormons I have ever been in. 
We had come to learn and to teach and to witness—and, for many of us, 
to find personal peace or peace with the Church. The woman who had 
traveled the farthest to be there said she had come “to try to find a way to 
stay Mormon.” We spent the remainder of the night and the next day 
listening to witnesses — downwinders, Shoshone representatives (the 
Shoshone claim rights by treaty to the land the U.S. uses for testing), 
professors and attomeys. We played guitar, read scripture, laughed, made 
friends. For me, at least, and for most others I have talked to, the week- 
end turned out to be a faith-strengthening experience. 

We camped that night in the desert, under the stars and—around 5 
a.m.—under a light rain. The sky cleared a little as we gathered at the 
barbed wire fence later that moming. We sat in a half circle around.a 
Mormon handcart containing dozens of roses which we would carry into 
the desert to make it “blossom.” Corbin Harney, spiritual leader of the 
Western Shoshone, blessed us in his native tongue, raising his hands to 
four winds. Of a hundred of us, about half stood, one at a time, some 
bearing testimony, then stepped through the barbed wire onto the test site. 

Our protest was simple, the subsequent arrest largely symbolic. We 
were released with a misdemeanor charge for which we will never be 
convicted. The single defense I offer is that it felt right. I thought much 
about it. I listened for a prompting —something to move me to act—and I 
received it. And J am happy to have had my voice and the voice of a 
hundred other Mormons join the interfaith chorus which renounces war 
and proclaims peace. 

[= attended VOICE regularly for almost two years—one of a 


si weekends ago, Stephanie and I loaded her guitar and our 


small handful of male regulars who sit in the back and listen, 

rather than coming armed with priesthood manuals ready to bash. 
Last year’s Take Back the Night was a stirring experience—one of my 
first tastes of activism. Take Back the Night marches happen at universi- 
ties all over the country. The idea is to take a large group of women and 
make one night safe to walk unafraid. In a society where women live in 
constant fear of rape, such protests are vital. In a community that fails to 
acknowledge that rape happens here, too, such protests should be 
mandatory. 

Last year, as we marched (about 50 men marched behind the 
women—for support, not protection) our slogans not only centered 
around rape awareness, but around BY U’s desperate need for a Women’s 
Resource Center. This year, with a center already approved, we shouted 
for another needed change: an end to the administration’s persecution of 
feminist faculty. One student, acting independently of VOICE, distrib- 
uted black ribbons and badges to be worn to protest BY U’s fear of 
diversity —especially where women are concerned. The message, 
directed at the administration, said, “Your xenophobia is hurting my 
education,” and called for, among other things, a refusal to donate money 
to BYU until it begins to hire diverse faculty and to ensure academic 
freedom for feminist professors. I say amen to that. When my friend 
Joanna interviewed for a graduate fellowship earlier this year she had to 
defend herself against charges of racism. They told her she couldn’t 
possibly hope to do feminist scholarship coming from BYU. And they 
doubted that she could perform well in a multicultural environment, 
having come from such a homogenous student body. (Of course anyone 
who knows Joanna knows how absurd these accusations are when applied 
to her.) With recent trends in hiring procedures, and with increasing 
pressure on feminist scholars to keep quiet on “controversial ” subjects, I 
am afraid my degree a year from now will be worth even less than 
Joanna’s. I marched for that last Thursday — we need safety in classrooms 
as well as in the streets. 


by Bryan Waterman 
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Voices from the Mormon Peace Gathering 


“My experience in the desert 
was very spiritual as well as 
political —it was simply an 
extension of my Christianity. 
Following Christ is not to be 
passive toward the world in 
which we live, but to actively 
try to make it better, for 
ourselves and for our brothers 


"Crossing the line was not, 
for me, about lawbreaking. 
Everyone I know would agree 
(in principle) that moral 
imperatives outweigh legalistic 
prohibitions. For me, crossing 
the line was about fear. True, 
the penalty for political dissent 
in the U.S. is neither a concen- 
tration camp nor crucifixion. In 
fact, I am assured, it is 
unliokely that I will ever face 
charges at all. Still, things don't 
always go as planned. So I face 
the fear: powerless as I am, can 
I bear the cost of confronting 


and sisters. As the morals of 
the government which 
represents me continue to 
diverge from those I hold to be 
true, I will continue to try to 
change them. I am not 
ashamed of being a Mormon 
and I want to make my world 
better because of it.”— 


evil? 

I am afraid of getting 
arrested. I am afraid of getting 
hurt. I am afraid of getting 
angry and losing control. I am 
afraid of jail, of a place I 
cannot choose to leave. I am 
afraid of being alone. I am 
afriad of offending friends and 
family. I am afraid of conse- 
quences. Plenty of people want 
to make this a better world, 
and are willing to make other 
people suffer for it; I want to 
make thise a better world—am 
I willing to make it so? 


Priscilla Harmon 


“T went to the Mormon 
Peace Gathering because I was 
tired of talking about world 
problems without doing 
anything about it.” — Christian 
Hancey 


I think to,myself: Anyone 
who wishes to be a follower of 
mine must deny himself; he 
must take up his cross and come 
with me. Whoever cares for his 
own safety is lost; but if aman 
will let himself be lost for my 
sake and for the Gospel, that 
man is safe. What does a man 
gain by winning the whole 
world at the cost of his soul? 
What can he give to buy his 
soul back?" —Jim Duke, 
Assistant Professor of Sociol- 


_ ogy 


VOICES from Take Back the Night 


“Take Back the Night was 
one of the most uplifting and— 
dare I say —spiritual experi- 
ences of my life. I felt a 
bonding strength when I was 
freely walking the streets 
without fear. It was a healing of 
wounds I received long ago.” — 
Heather Lawrence 


“As a male, I can certainly 
say it was a new experience. I 
did not feel ostracized or 
“bashed” by the women in | 
attendance. In fact, I felt closer 
to my fiancée and other female 
friends than I have in a while. I 
feel proud that I was there to 


support those women who are 
not afraid to speak out and 
who want to change the system 
that simply does not work for 
them.”— Brent Wescott 


“The “Take Back the Night’ 
march gives me an opportunity 
to enjoy wonderful delusions 
of grandeur each year—the 
feeling that a small group of 
feminists can change the = 
whole world! My euphoria 
usually lasts until 8 a.m. the 
next moming when my BYU 
classmates quickly bring me 
back to reality. Maybe we 
won’t ever eradicate male- 


dominance (at least not in Utah 
Valley), but our activism will 
make it a little less accept- 
able. ””— Andrea Smith 


“T went to ‘Take Back the 
Night’ last year—this year it 
was just as great. There was a 
feeling of unity at the march, 
and it was really empowering to 
walk through the streets of 
Provo at night with so many 
other women, and without 
feeling afraid. Although the 
men marched behind us, I’m 
glad they participated, too.” — 
Natalie Stillman-Webb. a 


RTS & LEISURE 


About Town with Slammer, the Buffster, 
and the God of Fiction 


by Elizabeth Visick 


his article was originally supposed to be an insight 
ful and fascinating interview with Lee K. Abbott, 
well-known and highly respected author of several 
collections of short stories including (incompletely and not 
in any particular order) Living after Midnight, Love Is the 
Crooked Thing, and Dreams of Distant Lives. The inter- 
view actually happened—Joanna Brooks and I and a tape 
recorder met with Lee K. Abbott at the Cottontree Inn at 
4:30 on Apni 2, 1993, and had a marvelous conversation 
about writing and such. Problem: the tape did not record 
anything. Not one word. We were just going to fake it, but 
then Joanna and J lucked out and got to spend more time 
with the author who I suspected (and have heard from a 
credible source) may be the next Ray Carver. So we 
decided just to write the whole thing down, starting with 
just before the interview. There’s a lot of good stuff that 
happened the first day —the reading aid the lecture —but 
April 2nd is when things really got rolling for Joanna and 
I. 

Friday morning, Darrell Spencer had arranged for some 
of his students to meet individually with Lee K. Abbott at 
the Cottontree Inn. In my meeting, he smoked a couple 
cigarettes (Vantage), found out my nickname (“Buffy”— 
stop laughing) and used it, and asked some hard questions 
about my story (Darrell sent him a story by each student— 
it was the point of this whole meeting). The weirdest thing 
about it all—Joanna and I both felt this in our separate 
meetings —was how normal Lee K. Abbott is. Joanna said, 
“He is like some high school baseball coach, except he has 
this incredible gift.” Not that he talked loud or had a gut 
(he’s in good shape, actually), but he didn’t dress in funky 
clothes or have any affected habits or seem depressed or 
any of those stereotypes writers have. Not someone I see 


©» © putting a rifle to the roof of his mouth in a year or two. 


Also, he is uncannily like Darrell, and not just because of 


_ the hair. Darrell told me later that someone else said that 


he and Lee K. Abbott could be brothers. 

Later that day was the doomed interview, the outcome 
of which you already know. Ill tell you what I can. He 
moved his clothes out of the way (Lee K. Abbott’s 
sweater! I touched it! Joanna got to move his watch and 
ring!) so that Jo and I could sit down in chairs, and then he 
stretched out on the bed with his shoes off. We asked him 
how he liked BYU. He was pleasantly surprised, he said, at 
how sharp the students were. He expected us to be a bunch 
of dolts who were here by virtue of their religion only, and 
he was glad to see that wasn’t so. We asked him if he was 
going crazy here after almost 48 hours, and he mentioned 
how when he stepped outside to take a smoke that day, 
everyone looked at him like “We know you’re going 
directly to hell.” We apologized. We told him how we 
thought it was weird that he was so normal, and he pretty 
much agreed. I think he said that it’s important to keep a 
sense of humor, not to take yourself too seriously. Then 
came a Great Moment: 

LKA: I mean, look at these socks. (He sits up and 
stretches his legs out, showing us his bright socks.) 

EV: Those are great socks, I noticed those when we 
came in. 

LKA: What, would you say these are... melon? 

JB: Melon. Gap-like. Those are great. 

(Lee K. Abbot holds his feet out a second more and 
moves them around.) 

Do you understand what just happened? Lee K. Abbott 
showed us his socks! Can you get over that? 

He told us some of his history—grew up in Las Cruces, 
NM, went to UNM, went to more school, published his 
first short story at 25 in Prism International. He’s married, 
has two kids—boys, I think — who have now left the nest. 
We asked him as you might expect about fiction, and he 
told us that he agrees with Truman Capote that “literature 
is really gossip—what’s Gatsby’s dirty secret, what’s 
Ahab’s dirty secret?” 

We talked about the problem of writing at BYU —if 
you tell your dirty secret, they try to get rid of you, so you 
end up censoring yourself and losing your sense of humor. 
He said, “Once you leave here, you have nothing to lose. 
No one will know you came from this. I would never 
know. Who would know?” I said, “My father!” on instinct. 
He told us how he wrote some stories that had his mother 
in them, and the stories weren’t very flattering (she was an 


extreme alcoholic), and some people asked him what she 
would say about them. He said, “If I cared what she would 
say, I wouldn’t have written them.” 

Joanna and I said that was hard to do. 

He said, “You have to be heedless.” 

Now, don’t go thinking he was saying “‘screw everyone 
to get all the glory you can.” He was talking about love and 
respect not being equal to keeping your mouth shut. You 
have to tell the story —you have to be honest and lay it out 
there. You can’t be coy. 

That night was the party for Lee K. Abbott at Sally 
Taylor’s house. (Where were all of you? You were invited, 
and you should have been there.) I had forgotten my 
books, but Darrell Spencer gave me his completely 
unsolicited so I could have Lee K. Abbott sign them. He 
said I could just give him mine later. (Was that not the 
nicest thing? I wish Darrell were my uncle. Really, I do.) 
Lee K. Abbott asked me if he could sign them to “The 


Buffster.” Of course he could. He signed them both, but 
said I couldn’t read them until I left (they were to 

“Buffy” —he must have thought I meant no when I said 
yes, and I was pleased with them all the same). At one 
point in the evening, Bruce Jorgensen was taking a million 
pictures and Lee K. Abbott fiction writer extraordinaire 
was making bunny-ears behind my head. Over on the 
couch, the professors were trying to figure out who could 
take Lee K. Abbott up to Sundance on Saturday, because 
he wanted to see it. They couldn’t seem to find a way, so 
Joanna was very, very brave and said “We’ Il do it!” and 
they said O.K. After a hilarious conversation with Lee K. 
Abbott which could easily have been misconstrued as 
obscene by passers-by (“So we’ll go to your hotel up there 
an hour before the reading...””) but was of course com- 
pletely innocent, Joanna and I agreed to pick up him up 
outside the Cottontree at ten the next morning. 

We were there on time (give or take fifteen minutes) 
and Lee K. Abbott was outside waiting, dressed in black 
(more like a writer, ha ha) and smoking. He made a 
sarcastic joke about how glad he was we were listening to 
his favorite music. (Jerry Garcia, who he met back in 1980 
and hated. Remember, these were the days of some serious 
drug abuse for Jerry —before his coma and way before his 
macrobiotic diet). We drove up to Sundance, and he kept 
saying how beautiful it was. He spent a lot of time talking 
about that, how beautiful everything is here, no matter 
where we were. 

We got out and walked past the Institute and near some 
cottages, and he asked Jo and I some hard questions. The 
worst for me was, “How are you supposed to treat some- 
one like me?” meaning, how are we, as Mormons, sup- 
posed to deal with someone outside our culture and who 
does things we have been raised to believe are wrong. I 
told him that we were supposed to treat him as we would 
treat anyone — with respect and kindness and all that —but 
that sometimes people get judgmental. It hurt that he had to 
wonder, and I hated apologizing for people I thought were 
out of line. 

We went into the General Store, and he bought some t- 
shirts to take home. 

Jo and I offered to show him Spanish Fork canyon, just 
for variety. We drove through Springville, past La Casita, 
because that’s the prettiest way to go. 

LKA: So you’re the Buffster. Buffy. (To Joanna) 
What’s your nickname? Do you have one? 


JB: Not really, just Jo— 

LKA: That’s like my wife’s name —Pammy Jo. 

EV: We call her Slammer. 

LKA: Ah, Slammer. How’d you get that? 

JB: Oh, the way that I drink tequila. (NOTE: This was a 
JOKE. Not true. This was the first day anyone had ever 
called her Slammer at any time in her entire life.) So now 
we have nicknames, what’s your nickname —what do we 
call you? 

EV: Yeah, I don’t know what to call you. (Notice I have 
said Lee K. Abbott this entire time. I felt dumb using any 
portion of his name.) Mr. Abbott? (I didn’t really think 
he’d want us to call him Mr. Abbott, but I felt we should 
ask him what he did want us to call him.) 

LKA: No—Lee’s fine. 

EV: How about Sir, Mr. Abbott Sir? 

LKA: Oh, maybe the God of Fiction. That would be 
okay. 

JB: Works for me. 

EV: Fine with me. 

So Joanna and I drove with the God of Fiction, Lee, 
down to Thistle—the town which for several months 
during 1984 was known as Thistle Lake. We listened to 
Neil Young (Lee’s a fan of the old harmony bands —he got 
the CSN boxed set for Christmas) which he said was about 
right as a soundtrack for the scenery (in particular “Cortez 
the Killer”). He wanted to know how the whole mudslide 
happened, if anyone was killed, etc. Joanna knew more 
than I did, even though I’m local. The way I remembered 
it, it happened ovemight and a couple of people drowned. 
Darrell told us later that it had happened slowly and over 
several days. Nothing like being a complete moron in front 
of a great writer. 

Jo and I went to Waking Owl together, and when we 
got there Lee was standing outside looking at the sale 
books. Even though he was referring to us as “Slammer” 
and “The Buffster” not more than two hours before, we 
still felt dumb walking up. We said, “Oh wow, isn’t that 
Lee K. Abbott over there?” and he looked up and smiled at 
us. We told him we’d be inside the store if he needed us. 

He came in a minute later, and found a book on one of 
the sale tables in there that he had recommended to Joanna 
the day before. Naturally, she bought it (Squandering the 
Blue by Kate Haverman). He was looking at Refuge by 
Terry Tempest Williams and I said “Oh, that’s a great 
book, you should really read it” and then instantly I 
clammed up. Who was I to tell Lee K. Abbott what to 
read? He probably wasn’t offended, but in my starstruck 
state I felt I could do no right. Jo and I looked at the travel 
books (the Berkeley guides are as good as they say) and 
then sat down before we got into trouble. 

Our friend Lee was there on his stool, with a glass of 
water and some books to read from. Darrell got up and 
introduced him, saying, “There is no one writing today 
who cares more about the sentence than Lee K. Abbott.” 
Lee read “Martians” from Love Is... and then “Once Upon 
a Time” from Dreams....(You must read these stories as 
soon as possible. What are you doing right now?) When he 
was done I said to Joanna, “That just completely kicked 
my ass.” I couldn’t say much else. Here this man had spent 
the moming with us, cracking jokes and listening to us as 
if we had something to say, and even though I never really 
forgot, I remembered even more vividly oh, yeah, he’s a 
genius—one of the best writers I have ever come across. 

Jo had him sign her copy of Dreams...., and we hung 
out in the bookstore until Lee, Darrell and his wife Kate 
(who is also a marvelous person), and Francois Camoin 
and his wife (whose name I do not know but who is, I’m 
sure, a fine woman) left to go to dinner. Lee hugged us 
with one arm and said how glad he was to meet us, thanks 
for showing him around, and that if we were ever headed 
out his way, he’d be happy to put us up for the night. 

Jo and I left the five of them on the sidewalk outside, 
and we said thanks about a hundred times and then I ran to 
the car just to work out some energy I got from the whole 
surrealness of the weekend. Jo realized I was just going 
crazy, which is not unusual but takes some exercise to get 
over. In the car, I opened Jo’s copy of Dreams..., signed, 
“To Slammer.” 

I guess writers are actually people, not demigods or 
names only —humans like anyone else. But then again not 
really like anyone else. Lee, Mr. Abbot sir, O God of 
Fiction, we hope to see you again real soon. ® 
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Just the Dirty Parts: Artistic Censorship at BYU 


by Joanna Brooks 


few months ago, I met with one of the editors of 

Inscape to review a story of mine for publication. 

Knowing the constraints under which BYU 
publications like /nscape operate, I was very surprised that 
they wanted this story—it was, after all, about two 
individuals who leave their respective lovers to run off 
together into the New Mexico desert. Not your average 
Cougar love story. 

Nothing explicit, really. I’m too squeamish for that. 
But, the story did end in a motel room, with the couple 
getting into bed. In the story, I describe the man washing 
his face and the woman sitting up 
straight in bed. He turns out the 
lights and gets in. She turns on her 
side to go to sleep. And he puts a 
hand on her back. The final line: “It 
was both the right and the wrong 
thing to do.” 

“And then,” my editor said, 
looking at me expectantly. 

“Tt’s over,” I said. 

“But, can’t you end it with 
something different?” he said. 

“Why?” I said. 

“Well, I don’t think it will pass 
like this. It looks like they have 
sex.” 

“Looks like? Where do they 
have sex? Can you show mea 
sentence where I even allude to 
sex?” 

“No, but, they’re in a motel 
room. You know.” 

“No, I don’t know. I thought the 
story ended.” 

“Can’t you just put ‘Then, we sleep.’ in for the last line 
so that we know they don’t have sex.” 

This seemed ridiculous to me. As an author, I felt like 
that ambivalent ending was pretty important to the story. 
The text didn’t say they had sex. And any reader who 
automatically assumed that they did doesn’t deserve my 
accomodation. 

I didn’t change the story. And, as I expected, it didn’t 
get selected. 

They asked for another one. No illicit sex this time. 
Two characters who love each other, get married young, 
and try to make it work. The woman happens to smoke 
cigarettes when she gets nervous. Alcohol surfaces now 
and then, on special occasions. A screwdriver after the 
wedding announcement. A drunk man selling bus tickets. 

This story too, as I expected, was rejected. So were 
drawings — nudes — prepared for the issue by my artist 
friend Lupe. 

None of this rejection upset me terribly. It’s par the 
course for BYU and I don’t blame the editors. Those 
people censor to save their jobs and their lives. They have 
to take the heat from the easily offended and those who 
read books just to find the dirty parts. 

What does fascinate me about this whole situation is 
why we in this community are so afraid of the supposedly 
“dirty” parts? Why can’t my characters drink a beer now 
and then? Why are smokers verboten in the magical realm 
of Mormon fiction, unless they are painted in very dark 
and insidiously moralizing tones? Let’s examine the most 
oft-cited reasons. 
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1. If an author can write it, he or she has probably done 
it, and we shouldn’t be supporting people like that. 

Here’s imitative fallacy numero uno. Authors don’t 
have to have primary knowledge of a thing in order to 
write about it. Fiction...art itself...is mostly lies and 
liberties. Was Dostoevsky an axe murderer? Nope, but he 
wrote Crime and Punishment. Was Jane Austen a man? 
Nope, but she wrote male characters. Have I ever bungee 
jumped? Nope, but J can tell you exactly how nervous I 
was putting on my hamess, how the ground looked from 
the tower, and describe the feeling in the pit of my stomach 
as I plunged two stories and rebounded, saved only by a 
great elastic cord. 


It is even easier to fictionalize a character smoking or 
drinking. Name two brand names of cigarettes? You can, 
can’t you. What else does it take? A match. Inhale. Exhale. 
Name three brands of beer. So you’ve never drunk beer? 
Well then, how did you know those names? 

You probably read them somewhere. According to 
postmodern theory, all text is made up of fragments of 
other texts. So I can write a story entirely about beer 
drinkers by ripping a few advertisements out of magazines 
without ever having touched the liquid myself. 

2. But, why should a BYU-sponsored forum focus on or 
present such worldly images? Shouldn’t we uplift? 

Of course, BYU has the right to print or support 
whatever it wants. However, I strongly believe that each 
piece of art should be judged on its own artistic merit and 
not categorically on the basis of appearance of a cigarette 
or a pre-marital relationship. 

Spencer Kimball said that BYU would someday 
produce its own Shakespeares and so forth. However, I can 
guarantee you that most of Shakespeare’s plays would not 
be allowed in BYU publications. Anyone even mildly 
acquainted with the bard is acquainted with his ubitquitous 
sexual innuendo, illicit relationships, Falstaffian drunkards, 
and bloody murders. Chaucer would also have a difficult 
time printing in Jnscape. And Hemingway’s smoking, 
drinking, woman-loving code heroes would never pass the 
first round of editing. Similarly, Georgia O’Keeffe’s 
flower paintings would probably never grace the HFAC 
walls. 

What we have instead is a self-perpetuating Jack 
Weyland standard of artistic achievement. Not that alcohol 
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or sex is essential to true art, but honesty about the human 
condition is, Painful honesty, depth of feeling, willingness 
to explore in sensitivity the very real facts of our lives. 
Even our Mormon lives are not devoid of temptation and 
struggle. However most of this—these “dirty little secrets,” 
as Lée K. Abbot calls them —are shamed away forever. 
And with so many human regions forbidden to our 
discussion and exploration, the depth and breadth and 
reach of our artistic work is naturally circumscribed. 

3. Well, most of us won’t be offended by adult subject 
matter, but there are some people who will be, and we 
have to be sensitive to them. 

Then those people shouldn’t be reading literature. If I 
don’t want to see graphic depictions 
of human sexual organs, I won’t read 
anatomy textbooks. If I don’t want to 
see mutilated limbs, I won’t read first 
aid manuals. If an individual cannot 
handle the critical dissemination of 
human behavior, he or she should not 
be reading literature. 

Literature, after all, is not all 
‘morality plays. In creating characters, 
it does not necessarily create gods for 
us all to blindly follow. Much 
literature, in fact, depicts the unfortu- 
nate and difficult struggles of its very 
human characters to impel the reader 
to empathy and reflection. As Darrell 
Spencer says, there is just about one 
theme in all of literature: “Be nice.” 

And so anyone who dives into a 
short story must do so buyer beware, 
as an informed consumer of literature. 
Informed readers realize that the 
tradition of literature in English, in 
any language, yea, verily, even in the Bible itself is rife 
with unfortunate and evil circumstances. 

Informed readers — and the very capable editors who 
manage BYU publications—will be able to discern when 
such circumstances are gratuitous and when they are 
artistically employed. : 

However, these editors’ ability to function is compro- 
mised by stupid, small-minded readers who have about as 
much business traipsing through contemporary fiction as I 
do critiquing flyfishing technique. 

Unfortunately, these readers run rampant at BYU. They 
read through faculty members’ published work searching 
for something “dirty” that they can xerox off, highlight, 
and send off to the Board of Trustees (no joke, it’s been 
done). : 

They pull books from women’s and minority literature 
classes off the bookstore shelves and do the same. 

They are the people who make invited guests like 
Elizabeth Dewberry Vaughn omit pages and pages of her 
fine fiction during BYU readings for fear of somebody’s 
reaction. 

They force the level of literary discourse here to nit- 
picking over “damns” and “hells” and to counting the 
number of times “‘sex” happens in a story. 

For example, one editor (working in fear of this 
audience) found three instances of premarital sex in one of 
my stories, 

Three. J didn’t even know that about my characters. I 
thought they were virgins when they married on page two. 

I guess that’s what you call perceptive literary analysis 
within our culture of shame. 
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Many Things to Talk About: 
An Interview with Elizabeth 
Dewberry Vaughn 


by David K. Kimball 


izabeth Dewberry Vaughn 
visited Brigham Young 


University during March 
at the request of English professor 
Gloria Cronin. While here, she 
presented lectures and read 
excerpts from her novel Many 
Things Have Happened Since He 
Died..., as well as Break the 
Heart of Me, which will hit the 
shelves in February 1994, and the 
novel she is writing now, What- 
ever You Say, Say 
Nothing. 


SR: Do you consider 
yourself a feminist 
author? 

EDV: Yeah, I guess I 
do. Those kinds of 
categories aren’t real 


feel that because so much 
of my work deals with 
issues that concern 
women, I guess that 
makes me a feminist 


writing, I’m not thinking 
what is the feminist thing 
to say. I’m thinking 
what’s true and what’s 
honest in this character’s experi- 
ence. Then in retrospect, it comes 
out looking like feminist work. 

SR: Do you read a book as an 
author reading an author or as a 
reader reading an author? 

EDV: I do both. Sometimes I 
just read it for the sheer pleasure 
and beauty of it. Sometimes I read 
a little bit more critically or 
scholarly to look at the ways in 
which this character, situation, 
and imagery create meaning, or 
the way she is working the 
philosophy or whatever. Other 
times I’m reading specifically to 
find out how did she pull this off, 
because I’m trying to figure out 
the same things for my own 
work—and I don’t always. In fact, 
I usually don’t do exactly what I 
figured out, but the more you 
know about craft, the more you’re 
able to invent your own craft. 

SR: Contemporary literature 
seems to purposely avoid classifi- 
cation. Why do you think that is? 

EDV: Some writers say 
classification is violence because 
it diminishes that which is 
classified—it says that this novel 
is only the things that fit into 
these classifications. For example, 
if you classify people into white 
and black, then you are saying 
they are separate. You negate 
everything that white and black 
people have in common. The 
same kind of thing for men and 
women. That’s not to say that 
there’s no such thing as white and 
black or men and women. 

SR: Are you annoyed by 
people who psychoanalyze you in 
terms of your work? 

EDV: Well, that hasn’t 
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happened too much. I think it’s 
too early in my career for that to 
happen a lot, but the idea that 
somebody would is scary. This 
might sound egotistical, but I’ve 
thought about it in my fantasies. 
The idea that somebody would 
write a biography is very scary. I 
know I wouldn’t cooperate. 

SR: Do people find it hard to 
believe that your husband is 
supportive after reading the 
struggles of your female narrator? 

EDV: | think there is a sense 


that runs through my novels of 
wounded characters feeling stifled 
by the men in their lives. And I 
think that comes not at all from 
my husband, but from my 
childhood—from the patriarchal 
religion that I grew up in. I think 
even though I’m not in that 
anymore, I’m still haunted by it. I 
still sometimes feel, when he’s 
washing the dishes, like I ought to 
be doing that. If it has a source in 
my life, it’s my childhood. When 
I was a child, my expectations 
were to grow up and to never 
have a job other than raising 
children and to be a decoration for 
my husband. I totally am not that, 
but I still feel very tangibly that 
that’s what I could have become. I 
know exactly how I would have 
felt if that had happened. I would 
have felt angry and stifled and 
unfulfilled and helpless. 

SR: When did you begin 
feeling that the submission you 


were taught in your Presbyterian : 


upbringing was wrong? 

EDV: It was a slow process. I 
think the first few times the 
thought occurred to me, I thought 
it was wrong. You know, “Get 
thee behind me and quit thinking 
about it.” It took a long time until 
I was comfortable to even 
articulate it to myself. Even then 
it was a frightening thing, because 
when you start saying to yourself, 
“Something that I learned at 
church isn’t true,” the possibility 
is there that everything isn’t true. 
It was a long slow process by 
which I started working out my 
doubts and separating God from 
religion. I began to feel the 
religion part of it was 


disempowering me and not giving 
me credit for being a strong, 
viable, intelligent woman, and 
also not giving me opportunity to 
exercise what I thought of as gifts. 
There wasn’t a moment when it 
all happened, but I can think of 
several moments where I felt hurt. 
Later I thought to myself that 
wasn’t true or necessary, what 
that person said about me or about 
women. That eventually moved 
me to the point that I started 
rethinking things. 

SR: Did you stop 
going to church at that 
point? 

EDV: Yeah. It started 
during the years that I was 
at college. My church 
attendance very gradually 
fell off. And then after we 
got married we went to 
church some, and when 
we moved to Atlanta we 
really looked hard for a 
church. We went to 
probably thirty churches. 
Some we went to for 
several times and always 
found ourselves disillu- 
sioned. We began to 
realize that church was 
getting in the way of our 
relationship with God. We would 
leave church angry or upset or 
disturbed and not having wor- 
shipped at all. Then we gave up. 

SR: Do you see yourself ever 
going back? 

EDV; I think at some point Ill 
feel that there is something in my 
soul that needs that kind of group 
expression of worship and of 
praise, but just not right now. 

SR: I noticed religious anger 
from your character. How much 
of that anger comes from you? 

EDV: I don’t think I had to go 
through as much anger because 
she expressed it for me. I hope 
she does that for some other 
people, too. I think sometimes 
you can experience things 
vicariously. I felt by watching her 
anger and helping her express it, 
and affirming her right to feel it 
and express it, I came to a point 
where I would be ready to express 
it. I had already worked through 
it. I answered that backwards. 

SR: What do people need to 
know about you in order to 
appreciate your writing? 

EDV: I don’t think they need 
to know very much. I’m very 
open about myself. I don’t mind if 
they know about me, but I hope 
they don’t need to know anything 
about me to read my fiction. The 
fiction is not about me as much as 
it’s about the characters, and a 
truth I don’t hold as my own. I 
want the work to speak for itself. 
The thing they need to know is 
that I’m not the characters. 

SR: And your husband isn’t 
Malone. 

EDV: Right. 

SR: Thank you. 
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Why the Missionaries in Russia are Baptizing 


by Matthew Riddle 


r several months now, I have been teaching 
Hiss at the MTC. Some time ago a district left 

which included one missionary who particularly 
impressed me. He, perhaps more than anyone else I have 
taught, is one who will be loved by Russians. If he takes 
his mission seriously, I am certain he will have tremendous 
success and see many people baptized. 

What sets his apart from others is probably not some- 
thing which would immediately come to mind. He did not 
speak the best Russian, nor did he demonstrate any 
aptitude which would help him to learn to. He did not 
know the scniptures/Church history/Church doctrine as 
well as others in his district. He was not the most spiritual, 
did not have the most powerful testimony, and was never 
the district leader. Simply put, he was just happy. He is one 
of the happiest, most irrepressible people I have ever met. 
He had a goofy grin that never left his face. Russians will 
flock to the man. 

That’s the thing about Russians. It must be something 
about living so far north in the cold and dark and eating so 
much starch. Russians, as a rule, are a pretty serious bunch. 
Anyone well-acquainted with the greatest Russian figures 
in the arts understands the dark and brooding seriousness 


which is a part of their greatness. Compounding this with 
hundreds of years of oppression by police states and most 
recently the virtual collapse of their entire economy has 
created conditions in which a little cheerfulness is very 
welcome. 

From my own experience in Russia, I remember one 
elder who became a mission legend. Once again, by no 
means did he speak the best Russian, work the hardest, or 
bear the best testimony. His legend was his smile. Russians 
seeing him so happy could not help but love him. As a 
missionary, he was instrumental in opening Russian 
speaking branches in two new cities. To a lesser extent, 
this is a thing which has attracted and now attracts Rus- 
sians to all our missionaries. Even the most morose among 
us seemed happy to them. They were amazed at how we 
were always smiling, even in passport photographs. 

I was present once when a writer from the Ensign 
interviewed the president of the Estonian-speaking branch 
of Tallinn. (Estonians are not Russians, and in fact are not 
even Slavs, but share much history together and until very 
recently were part of the same state.) Commenting on the 
fact that the Baltic peoples were the last in Europe to be 
converted to Christianity (they were “converted” by 
Teutonic knights who invaded and burned their cities), he 
said that the reason his people had not converted earlier 


was that the Christianity of the time seemed foreign to 
Estonians. He said that the restored Church of Jesus Christ 
was much nearer to the heart of the Estonians, and that the 
Estonians would have been among the first to embrace it 
had it been introduced to them instead. Almost all that he 
knew of the Church he had been taught by American boys 
whose greatest example to him was how happy they were 
themselves. 

In the summer of 1991, Elder Richard G. Scott visited 
our mission. I heard him speak in the Russian town of 
Vyborg on the Finnish border. He said that he had been 
impressed by the beauty of their (the Russians’) country, 
but that there was something he was still waiting to see—a 
smile. He then told this joke: How can you be sure to wake 
up in the moming with a smile on your face? Go to bed 
with a coat hanger in your mouth. As he finished his joke, I 
watched the Russian members chuckle and look nervously 
at each other. They seemed afraid to laugh at something 
said by an apostle. 

The people of Russia, Estonia, and Eastern Europe have 
experienced hard times recently. More than anything else 
they want to learn to be happy. They see the missionaries 
are happy and want to be like them. And this is why 
missionaries in Russia are baptizing. 
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ecently, a number of 
events have demonstrated 
the restrictions placed on 


Mormon women’s voices. Laurel 
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and winner of the Pulitzer Prize 
and the $320,000 MacArthur 
Fellowship, was denied clearance 
to speak at BYU’s women’s 
conference. This conference, 


“sl 


scheduled for April 29-30, 
typically draws thousands of 
Mormon women from all over the 
West. When Aileen Clyde of the 
Relief Society general presidency 
made a reference to the “‘partner- 
ship” of Mormon women and men 
in a recent world-wide broadcast, 
the reference was deleted without 
her knowledge or permission in 
the printed version. Since 
President Hinckley’s 1991 
instruction that prayer to Mother 
in Heaven was the “small 
beginnings of apostasy,” several 
Mormon women have been 


women.” 


Mormon women from Provo and 
Salt Lake, and a subcommittee of 
Mormon Women’s Forum, is 
sponsoring a nine-session 


between “private spaces/public 
voices,” the feminine divine, “the 
syndrome of silence,” and 
“women and authority.” One 
session focuses on Laurel Ulrich’s 
achievements, with presentations 
by women who were associated 
with her during her years as a 
developing writer in Boston. The 
final session discusses “making 
the church a safe place for 


Fielding Anderson, one of the 
conference organizers. “Mormon 
women speak in many voices 
from many places to many 
audiences. All of those places 


BYU women’s conference is an 
important event for women. So is 
the Counterpoint conference. We 
encourage women to participate 


Stromberg, Vella Neil Evans, 
Janice Merrill Allred, Margaret 
Merrill Toscano, Sue Paxman, 
Judith Dushku, Cheryll Lynn 
May, and Linda King Newell. 
Audio-visual presentations by Jan 
Cook, Kate Call, and Carol Lynn 
Pearson will run simultaneously. 
The organizers acknowledge 
that some Mormon women see _ 
this conference as “divisive and 


confrontive.” However, according 
“This is not an alternate to Lynne Kanavel Whitesides, 
conference,” explains Lavina University of Utah student and 


co-organizer of the conference, 
“we want this to be a place, not to 
divide women, but to unite them. 
Women in our culture have been 
silenced in one way or another. 


forbidden by overzealous local need to be safe for women. All of | Women need to talk to each other 

leaders to even talk about Mother _ those voices need to be respon- and be heard by each other. Then 

in Heaven publicly. sible. All of those audiences need _ they can say unitedly that the 
Counterpoint, a coalition of to respect women’s diversity. The male tactic of pitting women 


against each other has got to stop. 
Maybe then we can all—men and 
women alike —begin working 

cooperatively instead of competi- 


tn exploration of space and silence in both.” tively.” 
é in women’s personal lives, She describes as the goal of Registration is $10 ($5 for 
Pea relationships, and institutional the conference: to face problems students) before April 20, $15 
= affiliations on April 28, 1993, at realistically and positively, not ($7.50 for students) after April 20 
the University Park Hotel, 500S. “church-bash or attack other or at the door. For registration 
Wakara Way, Salt Lake City, women for their choices.” information call Lavina Fielding 
from 8 a.m. to 5:30 p.m. Participants include Carol Anderson (801) 467-1617. 
The conference sessions tackle | Lynn Pearson, Linda Sillitoe, 


such topics as the interface 


Dialogue: A Journal of Mormon Thought, an 


the premiere issue for its new editors—BYU 


Fol 
ad 


Teh 


“So it comes to this,” write the new editors of 


independent LDS quarterly. “Because so much of 
our religious experience plays out in and through the 
institutional church, an improved, more humane and 
: Christ-like institution is essential if we are to lead 

5 ia better lives.” The spring issue of Dialogue appears 
this month at newsstands and bookstores, marking 


historian Martha Bradley, and Salt Lake architect 
Allen Roberts. Bradley and Roberts were chosen by 
a national search committee to replace Ross and Kay 
Peterson of Logan, Utah. Now in its twenty-seventh 
year, Dialogue rotates editorship every five years. 

A range of viewpoints is represented in Dialogue, 
but the prevailing theme in the current spring issue is 
tension between scholars and some LDS church 


Maxine Hanks, Lorie Winder 


The Challenge of DIALOGUE 


leaders. The lead article documents 136 cases of 
attempted control of historians, feminists, and 
intellectuals. The author, Lavina Fielding Anderson, 
former associate editor of the Ensign and current 
editor of the Journal of Mormon History, warns that 
“at some point such conflicts cannot avoid rending 
the unity of our community, violating the covenants 
of Christian behavior, and blaspheming the Savior’s 
atonement by unrighteous exercise of power, 
control, and dominion.” 

“We must speak up,” Anderson writes. “We must 
stop keeping ‘bad’ secrets when [some leaders] act 
in an abusive way.” She acknowledges that “many of 
the victims of ecclesiastical harassment have not 
been totally innocent of provocative actions, but we 


see "innocent" p. 13 


Celebrating the Mormon Temple’s Centennial 


(Set in Stone, Fixed in Glass: stone of Temple fell into 
The Great Mormon Temple and 
Its Photographers, by Nelson B. 
Wadsworth, Signature Books, 


1992, 388 pp., $39.95) 


review by Bryan 
Waterman 


n April 6, 1892, James 
Talmage wrote in his 
dairy: “It is a day long to 


be remembered. With ceremonies 
deeply impressive, the capstone of 
that mighty edifice was laid. The 
act of laying the stone was 
performed by President Woo- 
druff, through the agency of 


reign. 


electricity —the stone being the context of biographies of detail. 
suspended above its place, acatch fifteen Utah photographers who One photographer, Gisbert 
was released, and the topmost have left us the photographic Bossard, has a particularly 


place...and when the shout 
“Hosannah!’ went forth, its 
reverberations were deafening.” 
With the temple’s dedication 
one year later, a forty year labor 
was completed and Mormonism’ s 
most impressive and enduring 
monument was set in place— 
constructed to survive Christ’s 
coming and his thousand year 


In an impressive coffee-table 
book of nearly 400 pages and 400 
photographs, former BYU 
journalism professor Nelson 
Wadsworth tells the temple’s 
story —with a unique twist. 
Wadsworth’s narrative is set in 


legacy of the Temple’s comple- 
tion. The narrative equals the 


photo collection in its fascinating 


interesting story. In 1911, 


into the temple with a 
rapid-lens camera and a 
magnesium flashlight. 
He later attempted to 
extort $100,000 from 
the Church, threatening 
“aaf\ to release the photos to 

| the public. In response, 
i President Joseph F. 
Smith commissioned an 
authorized photo 
| collection by LDS artist 
| Ralph Savage, the 

*"~ publication of which 

undermined Bossard’s scheme. 

Of the similar books released 
to coincide with the temple’s 
centennial, Wadsworth’s defi- 


nitely has the most interesting 


Bossard—a non- approach and history. 
Mormon—bribed a Wadsworth’s book is the culmina- 
gardener to allow him tion of thirty years of searching 


attics and under floorboards to 
find rare glass, copper, dry-plate 
exposures and historical docu- 
ments. With a flair for bizarre 
detail, Wadsworth has made an 
important and lasting contribution 
to Mormon literature. 

Wadsworth left BYU to protest 
the school’s banning of the 7th 
East Press, an independent 
student paper and precursor to 
the Review. He now teaches at 
Utah State University, where he is 
currently battling to save another 
student publication. Informative 
contributions to this review were 
made by Signature Books News. 


Repentance: A Plea for a Latter-day Alma 


by Newel Thorley Jensen 


dialectic between good and evil that battles 
within each of us. Steinbeck concludes that it is 

natural for each of us to have both good and evil within 
ourselves, and that we need to understand that it is natural 
to make mistakes; we should learn from them and continue 
with our lives. Adam, the major Christ figure in the novel, 
forgives his son Caleb, but tells him that he needs to learn 
from the mistake, then rule over the sin. He is not to repeat _ 
the sin or dwell on his transgression. Steinbeck’s approach 
to repentance is consistent with the Book of Mormon; 
Mosiah also taught that the dialectic between good and evil 
is something we all must deal with (Mosiah 3:19), and that 
mistakes are teaching devices in the Earth-School in which 
we dwell. It is evident that God expects us to sin. Why else 
would He have provided a Savior? Perhaps an unrepentant 
attitude following a sin is more offensive to God than the 
sinitself.° 

As God expects us to sin, He also expects us to repent. 
He informed us that the members of His church were those 
who “repent and come unto [Christ]” (D&C 10:67). The 
scriptures provide numerous examples of great people who 
were errant in their youth but had a change of heart, 
repented, and began to work—building the Kingdom of God 
on earth. Among such examples is Alma. His conversion 
story is one of the most beautiful stories in the Book of 
Mormon. Alma describes in such detail the bitterness of 
the agony caused by sin, then the sweetness of his joy by 
expiation. Like Alma, we can purge ourselves of our 


A major theme of Steinbeck’s East of Eden is the 


"innocent" from p.12 


must not deny that such [abuse] 

exists nor that it is wrong.” 
Anderson’s chronology is 

~ conceming the same issue. Her criticizing the Brethren.” 

article is responded to by emeritus 


Unorthodox theologian Paul liberal Mormons, a 1984 


Toscano’s “A Plea to the Leadership survey revealed that 88 percent 
attend LDS church services 
weekly. The journal has a paid 


of the Church: Choose Love, not 
Power” is softened somewhat by 


Sunstone editor Elbert Peck’s subscribership approaching 4,000, 
response. BYU English professor _and is available in Utah and 
Eugene England writes “On Spectral nationally at LDS and other 
Evidence,” reminding intellectuals bookstores and is distributed by 


and leaders alike that we rarely have Signature Books. 
enough information to base judgment 


individual’s motives. England 
recounts personal incidents where 
conflicts with leaders have been 


exacerbated by reliance on 
spectral evidence by both parties, 
and among other suggestions 
followed by a number of dialogues emphasizes the need to “stop 


While Dialogue is perceived 
BYU history professor Richard Poll. by many to be a publication of 


This article is adapted from a 
on, especially when determining an Signature Books News release. 


bitterness, pain, and agony induced by sin, come to Christ, 
and partake of the joy of the atonement. 

Unfortunately, we have few role models today in the 
likeness of Alma. Our leaders today appear to lead nearly 
perfect lives. The impression given to the general body of 
the Church is that temptation is bad; that it is evil to be 
tempted, aside from the actual sin. 

I am reminded of Dostoevsky’s Grand Inquisitor. The 
Inquisitor, Cardinal of Seville, explains to Jesus Christ that 
the lay person is incapable of handling the responsibility of 
discerning good and evil. The Inquisitor never 
trusted the masses with the truth; he felt that 
they would be happier living in ignorance. 
Similarly, it appears that today’s Church leaders 
perpetuate a myth of perfection within the 
Church. Not only does the Church teach us not 
to discuss our mistakes, it has actively attempted 
to cover up wrongs of its members. Case in 
point: the manner in which BYU and the Church 
handled Paul Dunn’s problematic baseball and 
war stories. Does the Church think that the 
members are incapable of accepting the truth? 

The Savior taught us to seek truth, for “the 
truth shall make [us] free” (John 8:32). Con- 
versely, ignorance, exaggerations, and lies shall 
bind us. Steinbeck wrote in East of Eden that 
“there is more beauty in the truth even if itis a 
dreadful beauty. The storytellers at the city gate 
twist life so that it looks sweet to the lazy and 
the stupid and the weak, and this only strength- 
ens their infirmities and teaches them nothing, 
cures nothing, nor does it let the heart soar.” The 


readers’ 
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Church has become an association in which we congregate 
to show everyone how righteous we are, rather than a place 
to receive strength to overcome our weaknesses. Where are 
our leaders that teach that the Church is a place to 
strengthen ourselves? Where are our leaders who by 
example admit that they made mistakes, but teach that 
repentance works, and that we can overcome all of our 
mistakes through Christ’s atonement? Where are our 
modem day Almas? 


y Salon Service. 


TAYLORMAID 


PULL SER eICE. SALON 


+ 


STUDENT REVIEW ° APRIL 14, 1993 


13... 


S$PORTS 


The Red Rock Experience: 
Have You Ever Been Experienced? 


by Doug Pollei 


s the Subaru rolled down 
the highway to its 
destination, the words of Brian 


Johnson (infamous lead 
singer of Australia’s 
AC/DC) said unto me, 
“Well, I’m back, yes 
I’m back.” At 12:00 
am I was welcomed 
again to Red Rock 
Canyon, Nevada, Sand 


from the Provo Police Station) suggests 
that when planning a trip to Red Rocks to 
remember that the climbing seasons are 
normally October to December and 
February to Apnil. Any other time you will 


distance of each other. All these climbs are 
bolted and well-protected. If long, tradi- 
tional routes are more your style, Red 
Rocks has plenty. A new guide has just 
been published that maps out all the 
camping and climbing areas in the 
Canyon. It costs about $17 and can 
be purchased at Desert Rock Sports. 
This guide is a must for first time 
visitors. A personal favorite 
climbing area of mine is the “Dog 
Wall” at the first pullout area. 10a to 
12a climbs situated right next to 


crustal movements. Evaporated water left 
behind large amounts of sediment. The 
minerals within the sediment oxidized. 
This resulted in the red and orange 
colored rocks found today. If climbing 
isn’t your fancy, Red Rocks still offers a 
wide variety of hiking trails and scenic 
landscapes great for exploring and 
photographing. 

Get to Red Rocks as soon as possible. 
It will give you the needed sun and 
relaxation essential to get through final 
exams. When in Red Rock Canyon, 


Stone Climbing Mecca 
of the Desert. After our 
visit over President’ s 
Day weekend in 
February, I did not 
expect to make it back 
to Vegas until the end 
of the semester. Every 
junkie must have his 


fix, and visions of climbing danced through 


my head. I could not resist the temptation. 
A return visit was made. 

Red Rock Canyon is located about 
twenty miles west of Las Vegas. Finding 


Red Rock is so easy. As you proceed south 


on I-15, you reach Vegas in about five 
hours. From there, take the Charleston 
Road exit west. From the highway, it is a 
twenty-five minute drive to the Canyon 
Visitor’s Center. Last minute goodies 
before climbing? No problem! Charleston 
Road is loaded with stores to supply your 
needs. Also along the way is Desert Rock 
Sports (7034 W. Charleston, 702-254- 
1143), they can equip you with basically 
everything in case you forget some 


climbing and camping equipment or if you 


need to rent shoes. 


Vegas, being located in the heart of the 


desert, gets pretty hot for climbing. Jeff 
Pedersen, co-owner and operator of 
Mountain Sports (100 S. 300 W.., across 


feel the heat. Some shaded areas 
will be climbable in the mornings 


and evenings but beware. 


Red Rocks offers some camping 
areas in Oak Creek and Black 
Velvet Canyons. The facilities are 
free but camping is primitive. No 
water or parking here. It’s the 


natural experience but well worth it 
due to all the people you meet in the 


area. People from all over the world come 
here to climb, so be friendly and make 


some pen pals. 


The most popular area to climb is the 


second pullout area. 
Located here are the 
“Wall of Confusion,” 
“Gallery,” “Black 
Corridor,” and “Sweet 
Pain” climbing areas. 
There are great beginner 
to advanced (5.10-5.13) 
routes all Within a small 
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each other. What a deal! 


The beauty of Red Rocks is its magnifi- 
cent rock formations. The Canyon once 
was the bottom of a deep ocean basin. Then 
the ocean floor rose, caused from numerous 


Sun Storm 


by Mel Richardson 


s the NBA 92-93 season 
enters the final stretch, a 
few things are certain. 


Michael Jordan will snag his 
seventh straight scoring title. 
Pat Riley will put a few more 
tons of mousse in his hair. 


Dallas will end up the worst ever. 


And Phoenix will win the NBA 
Finals. 

The finals? Phoenix? A little 
premature? Not a bit. The Suns 
are certain to be victorious come 
June. Still doubtful? For all you 
unbelievers, feast on the follow- 
ing reasons banners will be hung 
by the purple and orange. 

1. Charles Barkley. Isn’t that 
enough? The self-proclaimed 
“eighth wonder of the world” is 
legit. This Olympian is fifth in the 
league in scoring, third on the 
boards and undisputed first in 
interviews, piecing together an 
NBA MVP-caliber season. 
Neither fines nor Godzilla can 
stop Sir Charles’s crusade. 

2. Kevin Johnson. He’s missed 
more than half the season due to 
leg problems but is still among 
the elite. With still one of the 
quickest first steps driving to the 
basket, KJ is out to gain respect 
after All-Star snubs the past two 
seasons. 

3. Five All-Stars. Check it out. 
KJ, Danny Ainge, Dan Majerle, 
Sir Charles and Tom Chambers. 
Nice. Very nice. Now if Paul 


Westphal, coach and five-time 
All-Star suited up. . . 

4. Dan Majerle. Thunder Dan 
hustles, rebounds and poses 
shirtless with the best of them. 
And you haven’t lived until 
you’ ve watched a Thunder Dan 
slam while eating Thunder Dan 
Nachos at Majerle’s, Phoenix’s 
hottest sports bar. 

5. The bench. During the off- 
season, Phoenix traded away three 
starters and still found itself 
loaded with talent. The depth is 
incredible. Injuries won’ t become 
a factor for the Suns during their 
playoff run. 

6. 54-15. The Suns easily hold 
the best record in the league and 
should continue their reign atop 
the standings, giving them home- 
court advantage throughout the 
playoffs. 

7. da Bulls. Chicago, two-time 
defending world champions, still 
feature the high-flying Air Jordan 
and Scottie Pippen act, but 
they’ ve lost their fire. While their 
stars complain of Post-Olympic 
fatigue, the smothering defense is 
falling apart and the Jordanaries 


complain, choke and get injured. 


Plus they don’t play Utah again. 
Enjoy your rings, Chicago. See 
you in June. 

8. The Rookies. Richard 
Dumas has immediately risen 
from suspended rookie to 
newfound star. He’s not only their 
third leading scorer and starting 
opposite Barkley but also very 
charismatic on the court. Oliver 


remember that the city is only twenty 


miles away. Buffets 
range from 3 to 5 
bucks. Climb by day, 
party by night. If you 
have further questions 
or need gear or indoor 
training in order to 
prepare for your trip, 
The Rock Garden 
Gym and Mountain 
Works here in Provo 
can assist you. So 
check your knots and 
smile, smile, smile, 
cause every day can be 
a climbing day. 
Remember also that 
the Grateful Dead will 


be in Vegas from May 14 to 16 for three 
shows. Plan to be at the largest desert 
party of the year! ® 


Miller, meanwhile, is big. Okay, 
real big. But somewhere in there 
is a lot of talent with great passing 
and shot-blocking abilities. The 
Big Ois a force. 

9. Something new. In this, the 
Suns’ 25th Anniversary Season, 
Phoenix has a new coach, Paul 
Westphal, in a new home, the 
America West Arena, with new 
stars, Ainge and Barkley, a new 
logo and new uniforms. They are 
ready to reach new heights —an 
NBA title. 

10. Portland. The Trailblazers, 
still the nfost talent-laden team in 
the land, remain the Suns’ biggest 
foe in the West, record aside. But 
like the Bulls, they’re tired. 
Between Clyde Drexler’s subpar 
season and the lingering distrac- 
tions of a sex scandal, the Blazers 
know they’re a team of the past. 

11. Matchups. The Suns are 
versatile and matchup well with 
any team in the league. They can 
play physical or with finesse, 
popping threes and post-up lay- 
ups with equal ease. 

12. The Gorilla. Forget the 
Hornet. The Gorilla is the best 
mascot in the league and is 
prepared at any moment to enter 
the game and show off some 
high-flying trampoline dunks to 
intimidate the foe. 

There you have it. A dozen’ 
reasons why a dozen Suns will 
claim the 1992-93 NBA title. Call 
it destiny or call it chance. Don’t 
bother to call the weatherman, the 
Suns will be shining inJune. @® 


Nt de pe a eee 


_|.body crave the disco duds. Some days, when the mood is 


-| the groovy jive! Barry Gibb, I love you! P.S. I’m not the 


Noise Around Town: Anyone For Squash? 


by Gabrielle for practice —a notable feat in 
Stanley and Dave itself. Within a month they played 
their first gig: a Halloween party. 
The crowd liked the music so well 
hanneling some of that and danced so hard that the band “Locals Only” 
giddy pre-mission energy had to quit early because the floor show. - 


Seiter 


Goodtime Charlie’s, and at Weber budget with cool cover art, photos Skillful instrumentation and 
State University opening for and complete lyrics. The twelve- _ hook-filled arrangements make 
Swim Herschel Swim. They’ ve song album begins with a guitar- for some catchy tunes. However, 
even been played on X-96’s rich, melodic track called “Re- the vocals come across a bit 


pretentious, feigning a euro-pop 
flair, while the lyrics are often 


into a little creative was literally caving in. It wasn’t When melodramatic. But given time to 
endeavor, the four BYU freshman _long before they had a small asked to mature musically and artistically, 
of Anyone For Squash? have crowd of devoted groupies. By describe Anyone For Squash? could go a 
accomplished quite a bit in their January of ’93 they recordeda themselves, long way. an 
six months together. The band full-length album, Portraits & guitarist/ Combining talent, work, and a 
formed in October of 92, when Poetries which was released in vocalist John couple lucky breaks, Anyone For 
they somehow managed to February. Since then they have Williams Squash? has racked up some 
convince the powers-that-be at gigged consistently, performing at _ replied, impressive accomplishments in 
DT to let them use the basement The Pod, Godfather’s Pizza, “We’re young the past few months. It won’t be 
Closet Favorites and we like long before mission calls take 

si ; pizza...a these boys away for a couple 
(Music you secretly love but won’t lot.” When asked to describe their _frain,” followed by an instant years, so look for their flyers in 
admit to anyone.) music, Williams said, “Pepperoni _ favorite, “Looking for an Island.” —_ the JKHB and catch a show while 

is the best, but occasionally we On the flipside you'll find you can. And pick up a tape. 

[Ed. Note: Due to the overwhelming response to Closet can go for a good cheese pizza everything from a classical guitar © They’re available at Pegasus, 
Favorites, I thought it would be fun to print several. Here too.” solo to a seventeen- second Graywhale, and Mama’s Cafe. If 
they are.] The album itself is surprisingly “song” about rocks. you’re losing faith in modern 

professional. The sound is decent, The band’s most obvious music, a listen to Squash can cure 


“From the first time we laid our eyes on Peter 
Frampton’s tight jeans, we couldn’t get enough of him. We 
now fill our days with his mystical 70’s sound. Unfortu- 
nately we have to listen to his CDs through earphones so 
our roommates won’t think we’re deranged. We want to 
come out of the closet!” 

— Tiffany Ford and Nicole Stevenson from Portland, 
OR 


“Okay, you must be very, very quiet about this. I dig 
the Bee Gees with a raging passion! There’s just something 
about “Stayin’ Alive” that makes my blood boil and my 


right, my body goes into spastic convulsions to the beat of 


only one coming out of the closet. My roommates like 
them too!” ; 

— Cassie Kormylo, Sophomore from Boise, ID 
majoring in Travel/Tourism & German 


_“Tlove Neil Diamond. It’s pretty obvious why this is a 
closet favorite. My friends torture me and even my middle- 
aged professors persecute me over this. It’s just not cool to 
like Neil Diamond. “Serenade” and “Jonathan Livingston 
Seagull” contain excellent songs with beautiful lyrics. I’m 
not talking about “Heartlight,” “Song Sung Blue” or any 
other extremely hokey song of his. I'll admit he has a 
couple of bad ones. Overall though, he’s the best!” 

— Kelly Morgan, Simi Valley, CA, Majoring in 
Zoology 


“In my CD case, right next to my Bob Marley and Led 
Zeppelin, I have a Richard Marx album. I swear up and 
down to everyone that I have no idea how it got there and 
that someone else must’ ve put it in there. Of course, I 
bought it myself. I really like it, but I don’t want everyone 
to think I’m a total loser.” 

— Ryan Minor, from B.F.E. Oregon, Majoring in 
Diamond Selling 


“Top 40 gives me gas. I live my life in search of 
obscure bands on small labels that no one has ever heard 
of. Yet every time I hear Keith Partridge sing ‘I Woke Up 
In Love This Morning,’ my inner child comes out—in 
heat. When I was seven, he was king. I guess he always 
will be—but only if Tori Amos can be queen. Blas- 
phemy?” 

— Sharon Nichols, Virginia Beach, VA, Majoring in 
| Human Development 


If you have a “Closet Favorite,” send it to Student 
| Review, Attn: Noise Editor, P.O. Box 7092, Provo, UT 

84602. Include your name, rank, serial number, why you 
like it, and why you can’t admit it. 


. musically. No longer is Sub 


especially considering the one-to- musical influence is The Church, _ you of the technorave-wave. 
two-take recording session. Even —_ and Church-like riffs seem to 
the sleeve design seems high permeate most of their songs. 


The Profits of Independence 


by James A. Ingram 


unk’s influence on current music— 
P especially the Seattle Grunge scene that 
has been so sensationalized lately (whether deserv- 
edly or not), is indisputable. Bands such as Nirvana, 
Soundgarden, Mudhoney and Screaming Trees are at the 


forefront of the most recent post-punk phenomenon, and 
all got their start on one of today’s most celebrated indie 


record labels: Sub Pop. 

Sub Pop was founded by 
two enthusiastic supporters 
of Seattle’s alternative music 
scene: Jonathan Poneman 
and Bruce Pavitt. The name 
came from a “fanzine” called 
Sub Pop which Pavitt began 
before meeting Poneman. 
After becoming friends, they 
produced a record for 
Soundgarden (who were 
virtually unknown at the 
time). With the nominal 
success of the record, they 
decided to do it full time. 

But more success was not 
quick to follow. What money 
they had was soon spent. 
Only the success of 
Mudhoney, especially in 
England, saved Sub Pop 
from financial disaster. 
Soundgarden’s defection to 
A&M was also a set-back, 
but Sub Pop survived and 
became very successful. 

Much of this success can 
be attributed to their discov- 
ering and signing a Nirvana. 
Although Nirvana later 
moved to Geffen, Sub Pop 
continues to receive royalties 
(due to their strict initial 
contract). 

Sub Pop has since 
expanded their territory — 
both geographically and 


Pop limited to Seattle’s 
melodic, hard edge sound. 
Although the roots remain in 
bands like Seaweed and The 
Dwarves, current projects 
also embrace bands such as _ 
Velocity Girl and Afghan; 


Wigs. Also notable is Sub Pop’s unique mail-order record 
club: for a mere $45’ per year, subscribers receive a seven- 
inch limited press single each month. 

Incorporating Punk’s do-it-yourself attitude, which 
gave birth to the counter corporate culture of “fanzines” 
and self-produced records, Sub Pop has risen from its 
meager beginnings to become a major influence in current 
music trends. Sub Pop'discovered and fostered much’of the 
major talent behind the Grunge scene it helped create. 


For $8.99 - p 


You Can Start Your 
Own War. 


Eight bucks and ninety-nine cents for used CDs. 
Up to seven bucks credit for trade-ins. 
A quick way to make peace with yourself. 
1774 N. University Parkway 


Graywhale Ne, CD Exchange 


© 1992 Penna Powers Cutting & Haynes 
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MOUNTAINWORKS GRAND OPENING 
SATURDAY, APRIL 17 1OAM-1OPM 
10% OFF ALL SHOES 

ROPES STARTING AT $99 


MOUNTAINWORKS T-SHIRTS/TANKS $8 
DRAWING FOR A FREE GREGORY PACK 


AtHL CLIMBING 


ROCK GARDEN CLIMBING SHOE DEMO 
SATURDAY, APRIL 17 7PM-10PM 


TRY ON SHOES FROM BOREAL, 5.10, LA 
SPORTIVA. BUY THEM AT MOUNTAINWORKS 
AT 10% OFF, AND RECEIVE A FREE ROCK 
GARDEN PASS. 


_ 22 SOUTH FREEDOM BLVD PROVO 


Looking for an outrageous Spring/Summer? 2 


Join Student Review 


We need writers, 


artists 
designers, ad reps, 
aS editors 


and someone to buy the donuts 


Lily 


yp Ay a | 


Student Review—not another youth program 


Come fo our Spring recruitment meeting 


Tuesday May 4, 6 P.M. on the lawn east of the Maeser Building 


